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BYNOPSIS.

Agntha Redmond, opera alnger, starting |

again, slowly but Irresistibly, as It
ghe were pulled by a glant’s unseen
band. With a sudden last lurch she

Tor an auto drive In New York, finds ‘[dlunnpeun.-d entirely, and only widen-

®tranger sent a8 her chauffeur. Leaving
the car, nhe goes Into the park to read
the will of an old friend of her mother
who hae left her property. There she 18
accouted by a stranger. who follows bher
to the auto, cllmbs in and chloroforma
ber. James Haombleton of Lynn, Masa.,
witnesses tho abduction of Agwtha Red-
mond Hambloton sees Agal forelbly
talien abodrd A yacht. He secures & tug
and when near the yacht drops over-
board, Aleck Van Camp, friend of Ham
Dleton, had an appofntment with him. Not
meeting Hambleton, he mokes n call upon
friends, Madame and Miss Melanie Rey-
nier. He proposes to the latter and Is en-
fused. Melanie explalns that she 1a of
figh birth In n German principality, from
whileh she had fled to encapo an unwished
wmarriage. The thres arrange & cosst tri
on Van Camp's yacht, the Saa Gul
Hambleton wakes up on board the Jeanne
D'Arc, the yacht on: which Is Agatha
Redmond,  His clothes and money belt
fave been taken from Him, He moets a
man who Introduces hima=if pa Monsieur
Chatelard, who i Agatha’s  abduclor.
Thev fAght. but are Interrupted by the
threatened sinking of the veasel, The
bost sinks, Jimmy and Agnthn are both
abandonsd by the crew. who tike (o the
bontn. Jimmy dives into the msea apd
<eaches Aguthn

CHAPTER VIll.—Continued,

Wher daylight came, they found
they had not traveled far from the
seene of the night's disaster; or, If
they had, the Jeanne A'Arc had drift-
ed with them, She was still afioat.
and just as the sun rose they saw
ther, apparently not far away, tossing
rudderless to the waves. There was
ao eign of the ship's boats.

At the renewed miracle of lght,
and at sight of tha wvacht, Jimmy's
topes wers reborn, His spirlt bathed
in the wonder of the day and was
made strong again. The night with

its horrors of struggle and Its dark-
negs was past, forgotten In the. flush
aof hope that came with the light

Together they struck out toward
the wacht, fresh with new courage
Nnw that he could see plalnly, Jim
swam niwayvs a little behind Agatha
keeping a watchful Bhe st
took the water gallantly, nose and
cloged mouth just topping the wave. |
tike 4 spaniel. An occasional side
siroke would bring her face level to
the water, with 8 backward smile for
ber compuanion. He gloried in her
apirit, even while he feared for her
strength.

It wae a longer pull to the yacht
than they had counted upon, g henvy |
tax on their powers of endurance. Jim
eame up tofind Agatha Moawlng on her
back and put his hand under her
shoulders, steadying her easlily.

“Now you can really rest,” he sald

“I've looked toward the horlzon so
Yong, 1 thought I'd look up, way up
for a change” she sald cheerfully,
“That's where the skylarks go, when

ayn.

they want to slog—stralght up Into
heaven!”

‘Doesn't it make you want to
wing ™

She showed no surprise at the
queation

Yes, It does, almost, But just as
1 thought of the skylarks, ! remem-
vered eomething olse; something that
kept haunting me in the darkness all
night—

“‘Master In song, good-by, good-by,

Down to the dim sea-llne—'
i thought something or somebody was
suraiy lost down Ip ‘the dim sea-line’
last night.”

“Who can tell? But | had a better
thought than yours: Ulysses, like us,
ewimming over the ‘wine-dark sea'!
Do you remember 1t7 ‘Then two days
4and two nighta on  the reslstless
waves he drifted; many a time his
Beart faced death.'”

“That's not a bit better thought
2han mine; but I like (t. And I know
what follows, too, ‘But when the fair
Gaired dawn brought the third day,
then the wind ceased; thers came a
breathless calm; and close al hand he
@pled the coast, as he cast n keen
glance forward, upborne on a great
wave.” That's it, Isn't it?

“I don't know, but I hope It fa.!
“The wine-dark sea’ and the ‘roay -
fingered dawn are all | remembor;
though I'm glad you know what comes
oext. It's o good omen. Rut look
at the yneht; she's ncting strange!”

As the girl turned to her stroke,
thelr attention was caught and held
by the convulslons of the Jeanne
D'Are. There was & grim fascina-
tlon in the sight

It was obvious that she was sink
ing. While they had been resting,
her hull had sunk toward the water
Hine, her graceful bulk and delicate
mnasts showing strange agalnst ocenn
and aky. Now ghe suddenly tipped
down at her stern: her bow was
thrown up out of the water for an

dnstant, only to be drawn dowu

ing circles fleetingly marked the place
of her going.

The two In the water watched with
fascinated eyes, filled with awe. When
it was all over Agatha turned to her
companion with a long-drawn breath.
Jim looked as one looks whose last
hope has falled.

“I eould never have let you go
aboard, anyway!" He loved her anew
for that epeech, but knew not how
to mest her ayes.

“Well, Ulysses lost his raft, too!™
he managed to say

“He saw the sunrise, too, just as
we have seen It; and he saw a distant

Island, that seemed a shield lald
on the misty sea’ Laet's look hard
now, each time the wave, lifts us,
Perhaps we also shall see an Island.”
“Wa must swim harder; you are
chilled through.”
“Oh, no,” she laughed. *I shiv-

ered at the thought of what a fright
I must look. 1 always did hate to
get my hair wet”

“You look all right to me™

They were able to laugh, and =o
kept up heart. They tried to calou-
late the direction the yacht had
taken when she left port, and where
the land might lle; and when they
had argued abput it, they set out to
swim a certaln way. In thelr hearts
each felt that any calculatlon was
futile, but they pretended to be In
earnest. They could not see far, but
they created for themselves a goal
and worked toward it, which 18 of
ftzalf a happiness.

So they watched and waited, ages
long. Hope came to them again
presently. James, treading water,
thrust up his head and scented the
alr,

“l smell the wsalt marsh,
means land!" He sniffed agaln
decldedly!"

A moment later It was there, bhe-
fore their vislon—that “shield laid on
the misty sea” which was the land.
Only it was not llke a shield, but a
rocky spit of coast land, with fir
trees farther back. James mads for
the nearest point, though his heart
shrank to see how far away it was.
Fatigue and anxlety were taking
their toll of his vigor Neither
one had breath to spare even for ex.
ultation that the land was in sight
Little by little Agatha grew more
quiet, though not less hrave, It took
all her strength to fight the water—
that mlighty elemant which Indiffer-
antly supports or engulfs the human
atom. If she feared, she made no
sign. Bravely she kept her heart, and
carefully she maved her strength,
swimming slowly, resting often, and
wasting no breath In talk

But more and more frequently her
eyes rested wistfully on James, mute-
I¥ asking him for help. He watched
her minute by minute, aften begging
her to let him help her

“Oh, no, not yet; I can go on nicely,
if 1 just rest a little. There—thank
you." .

Onee she looked at him with such
pain In her eyes that he ellently took
her hands, placed them on his shoul-
der and carried her along with his
stronger stroke. Bhe was reassured
by Hhis strength, and presently she
slipped away from him, smiling eon-
fidently again as she swam along-
slde.

“I'm all right now; but I suddenly
thought, what if anything should hap
pen to you, and I be left alone! Or
what If 1 should get panicky and
cluteh you and drag you down, the
way people do sometimes!"

“But 1 shan't leave you alone,
you'ra not going to do that!"

Agatha smiled, but could only say,
“1 hope not!"

She forged ahead a little, and pres-
ently. had another moment of fright
on looking round and finding that Jim
had disappeared. He had suddenly
divad, without giving her warning, He
came up a #econd later, pufing and
spitting the bitter brine; but his face
was radiant.

“Rocks and seaweed!” he crled.
“The land Is near. Come; 1 ecan
swim and take you, too, easlly., And
now I know certainly just which way
to go. Come, come!"

Agatha heard It all, but thia time
ghe was urable to utter a word Jim
gaw her stiff lips move In an effort

whieh
“Yes,

and

to smile or speak, but he heard no
volee.

“Keep up, &keep up, dear gir]!" he
erled, “"We'll soon be there, Try,
try to keep up! Don't lose for a

.'ﬁa;.timed' for

Origin of Popular Expresion, “Let Her
Go, Gallagher!” Sald to Have
Originated Thaere.

The expresslon “Let her go, Galla-

it many can tell the origin of it. A
recently met in New

of them told the atory of “Let
g0, Gallagher,” mnd vouches for
truth of it, at

New_' York City
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moment the thought that you are near
land, that you are almost there We
are safe, you can go obh—ouly a Pew
woments mora!”

Poor Agatha strove as Jim bade
her, gallantly, hearlng his voloe as
through a thickening wall; but she
had already done her best, and more.
Bhe struggled for & few halfconsclous
moments; then suddenly ber arma
grew lmp, her eyes closed, and her
waight came upon Jim as that of a
dead person. Then he soat hia teeth
end perved himself to make the effort
of his life.

It is po easy thing to strain for
ward, swimming the high seas, bear
ing above the surface & load which
on land would make a strong man
stagger. One must watch one's bur
den, to guard against mishap; one
must save breath and muscle, and
keep an eye for direction, all In a
struggle agalnst o hostile element.

The goal still seemed incredibly
far, farther than his strength could
go. Yet he swam on, fighting against
the heart-breaking thought that his
companion had perhaps gone “down
to the dim sealine” Im very truth.
She kad been o brave, B0 SLrONE.
She had buoyed up his courage when
it bad been fainting; she had fought
splendldly against the last terrible
inertla of exhaustlon.

“Courage!™ he told himself. “We
must make the land!” But it took
a stupendous effort. His strokes be-
came unegual, some of them feebla
and imeffectiva; his muscles ached
with the etrain; now and then a
strange whirring and dizziness in his
head caused him to wonder dimly
whether he were above or below wa-
ter. He conld no longer swim with
closed lips, but constantly threw his
head bagk with the gasp that marks
the spent runner,

Holding Agatbha Redmond in front
of him, with her head well above the
water and her body partly supported
by the life preserver, he swam Bome-
times with one hand, sometimes only
with his legs. He dared not stop
pow, lest he be too late in reaching
land or wholly unable to regather his
force, The dizziness Increased, and
a sharp paln in his eyeballs recurred
agaln and again. He ecould no longer
spo the land; it seemed to him that
it was blood, not brine, that spurted
from nose and mouth; but still he
swam on, holding the woman safe.
He made a gigantic effort to shout,
though he could scarcely hear his own
voice. Then he fixed his mind solely
on hls awlmming, counting one stroke
after another, like a man who s coax-
ing sleep.

How long he swam thus, he did not
know: but after many strokes he was
consclous of R sense of happiness
that, after all, it wasn’t necessary to
reach land or to strugele any more.
Rest and respite from excruciating
offort-were to be had for the taking—
why had he withstood them so long?
The sea rocked him, the surge filled
bis ears, hig limbs relaxed thelr ten-
gion, Then it was that a strong
hand grasped him, and a second later
the same Hand dealt him a viclent
blow on the face.

He had to begin the intolerable ex-
ertion of swimming again, but he no
longer had & burden to hold safe:
there was no burden In sight. Half.
econsclously he felt the earth once
more beneath his feet, but he could
not stand. He fell face forward Into
the water again at his first attempt,
and agala the strong hand pulled
him up and half-carried him over some
slimy rocks, 1t was an endless jour
ney before the strong hand would let
him sit or lie down. but at last he
wag allowed to drop.

He vagualy felt the warmth of the
gun drying his skin while the sea
hummed in his ears: he felt dis-
tinctly the sharp pain between hia
eyos, und a parching thirst. He
groped around In a dellirious search
for water, which he did not find; he
pressed his head and limbs against
the earth in an exquisite rellef from
pain; and at last his brulsed feet,
hia aching bonesa and head constrain-
ed him to a lethargy that ended In
sleen.

CHAPTER IX.
Tne Camp on the Beach,

Sunset of the day that had dawned
go  strangely and wonderfully for
those two wayfarers of earth, James
and Agatha, fell on a little camp
near the spit of coastland toward
which they had strugeled. The point
lifted itself abruptly Into a rocky
bank which curved in and out, yield-
ing to the besteging woaves. Just
here had been formed a little sandy
cove parlly protected by the beetling
eliff. At the top was verdura In abun.
dance, Vines hung down over the
face of the wall, coarse grasses and
vnderbrush grew to its very edge, and
sharp-pointed fir trees etched them-
gelves against the clear blua of the
rky. DBelow, the whits sand formed
i siekleshaped bench, hordered by
tha rocky wall, with its sharp point
dipping far out Yo sea. High up on
the sand a small rowboat was beach.
ed, There was no path visible up
from the shingle, but it was evident
that the aseent would be easy enongh.

Nevertheless, the campers did not
attempt It. Instead, they had made
e fire of driftwood on the sand out

street, and while examining the ap-
paratus an aiarm was sounded from
the West Bide, Capt, Henry M. Jones
bade the visltors jump on the sldes
of the fire truck and accompany the
fire fighters to the biaze,

“Peter Gallagher was the driver of
the team, and he quickly got to his
seat on the truck. It swung out to
the strest, and the driver guided the
horses to stralghten out the ponder
When in a position to
take full spoed and dash to the place
whore the alarm was sounded Captain
Jones yelled to the driver, ‘Let har go,
Galiagher!" .

mous old saying that s in ¥
day. ;
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When Elogquence Didn't Work,

There 18 suchathing as belng too
eager, a8 witness the following re
wark:

“Yes," sald the atatesmnn,
feated mysel! by my
quence once.”

“"How waa that?

“l was a candidats for the nominn.
tion to congress, and 1 got up and
made a speech to the conventlon, In
which I just naturally flung Old Glory,
with a capital O and n eapital G, to
the breete In so enthusinstic & man.
ner that | took the house by storm.
I dilated on the greatness of our
country nod on the responsibllities of
the man who should be called to!

"1 de-
own elo-

of reach of the highest tide. MNear
the fire they had spread fir boughs,
and ou this fragrant couch James was
lylng Hes was all unconscious, ap
parently, of the primitive nature of
hls surroundings, the sweetness of
his balsam bed, and the watchful eare
of bis two Durses. 2

Jim was In & bad way, If one could
trust the remarks of his male nurse.
who spoke to an Invisible companion
as he gathered chips and other bits
of wood from the beach. He was &
young, businesslike fellow with a
clean, wholesome face, dressed omly
n a gauze shirt, trousers, and boots
without stocklngs: this lack, of
Culirie, was not immediately appar
ent. The tide had just turned after
the ebb, and he went far down over
the wet sand, sometimes climbing
over the rocks farther along the shore
unt!l he was omt of sight of the
camp.

Returning fram one of these excur-
slons, which had been a bit longer
than he intended, he looked anxlously
toward the fire before depositing his
armful of driftwood, The blaze had
died down, but a good bed of coals
romalued; and upon this the young
man expertly bullt up n new fire. It
crackled and blazed Into life, throw-
ing a ruddy glow over the shingle,
the rocks behind, and the figure lying
on the balsam couch. James' face
was waxen fin itz paleness, save for
two flery spots on his cheeka: and
ns ho lay he stirred constantly In a
feverieh unrest. His bare feet were
nearest the fire; his blue woollen
trousers and shirt wero only partly
visible, being somewhat covered by
a4 man's tweed coat.

Tha fire lighted up. also, the figure
of Agatha Redmond. She was kneel-
Ing at the farther end of Jim's conch,
lnying a white cloth, which had been
wet, over his temples, Her long
dark halr was hanging just as It had
dried, except that it was tied together
low {n the back with a string of slip-
pery eecweed, Her neck was bare,
her feet aleo; her loose blouse had
lost all semblance of a made-to-order
garment, but It still covered her;
while n pettlcoat that had once been
black eatin hung In stiff, ealt-dried
crenses over her walst to a little be-
low her knees, She had the wall-set
head and good shoulders, with deep
chest, which makes any garb becom-
Ing: her face was bonny, even now,
clouded ae It was with anxiety and
fatigue, She greeted the young man
cagerly on his return,

“If ¥ev could only find a little more
fresh water, I am sure it would help.
The milk was good. only he would
take so little. 1 think I shall have
tn let you go this evening to hunt for
the farm-house."”

“Yes, Mademoiseile, the young
man replied. He had wanted to go
earlier in the day, but the man was
too 11l and the woman too exhausted
to be left alone. Ha went on speak-
Ing slowly, after a pause. "I can find
the farm-house, I am sure, only it
may take a little time. Followlng the
cattle would have been the quickest
way: but T ean find the cowpath soon,
even as it is. If yon wouldn't be un-
egsy with me gone, Mndemoigelle!"

“Oh, no, we shall be all right now,
till you can get back!" As she spoke,
Agwtha's eyes rested questioningly
on the youth who, ever since she had
roevived from her faint of exhaustion,
had teased her memory, He had seen
them struggling In the sea, and had
swum out to her ald, she knew; and
after leaving her lying on a slimy,
seaweed-covered rock, he had gone
out again and brought in her com-
panlon In a far worse conditlon than
herself. The young man, also, was a
survivor of the Jeanne D'Are, having
come from the disabled craft in the
tiny rowboat that was now on the
beach More than this she did not
know, yet something jogged her mem-
ory every now and then—something
that would not shapae itselt definitely.
Indeed, she had been too much en:
groased In the serious condition of
her companion and the work neces.
#ary to make a camp, to spond any
thought on unimportant epeculations.

But now, ag sha llstened to the
youth's respectful tonee, it suddenly
came back to her., She looked at him
with awe-struck eyes.

"Obh, now 1 know! You are the
new chauffeur; 'queer name, Hand!'
Yes, I remember—] remember,”

“What you say 18 true, Mademol-
selle"

He stood before her, a stubbornly
submisalve look on his face, as a ser-
vant might stand before his betrayed
master, It was as If he had been
walting for that moment, walting for
her anger to fall on him, But Agatha
was speechlesa at her growing won-
dar at the trick fate had played them.
Her steady gaze, serfous and earnest
now, without a hint of the laughter
that usually eame #o ensily, dwelt on
the young man's eyes for a moment,
then she turned away as If she were
glving up a puszling question. Bha
looked at James, whose stubbly-
bearded face was now qulet against
Its green plllow, as If sceking A salu-
tion there; but she had to fall back.
nt last, on the youth.

“Do you know who this man [s?"
she asked (rrelevantly,

“No, Mademoiselle. He was pleked

four bells now™
“Monday—Saturday!” Agatha look-
ed abstractedly down on Jimmy
asleep, while upon her mind crowded
the memories of that week. This
man who had dragged her and her
rescuer from the water, who had
made fire and a bed for them, who
had got milk for susfenance, had been
the last person her conscious
fn that half-hour of
the hillside Her next
memory, after an untold Interval, was
the rocking of the ship, an old woman

yet her jaller—but then, suddenly, as
she knelt there, mind and body re-
fused their service. She erumpled
down on the soft sand, burylng her
head in her arms.

Hand came nearer and bent awk-
wardly over her, as if to coak her con-
fidence.

“It's all right now, Mademolselle.
Whatever you think of me, you can
trust me now,"

“Oh, I'm not afrald of you mow.”
Agatha moaned in a muffled volce.
“Only 'm so puszled by it all—and
8o tired!"

“'T'was a fearful strain, Mademol-
selle, But I can make you & bed here,
S0 you can sleep.”

Agatha shook her head. “1 ocan
sleep on the sand, just as well"”

“l think, Mademolsells, I'd better
be golng above and look for help
from the village, as soon as I've sup-
plied the fire. I'Nl leave these few
matches, too, in case you need
theam."

“Yes, you'd better go, Hand; and
walt a minute, until I think it out.”
Agatha sat up and pressed her palm
to her forehend, straining to put her
mind upon the problem at hand. “Go
for a doctor, first, Hand; then, If you
can, get some food—bread and meat;
and, for pity’s sake, a cloak or long
coat of some kind. Then find out
whera we are, what the nearest town
is, and if a telegraph station s near.
And stay; have you any money?"

“A little, Mademoliselle; between
nine and ten dollars.”

“That |s good: It will serve for a
little while. Please spend it for me;
I will pay you, As soon &8 we can
get to a telegraph statiom 1 can get
more. Get the things, as I have sald;
and then arrange, If you can, for a
carrlage and another man, besldes
yourself and the doctor, to come
down as near this point as possible.
You two can carry him"—she looked
wisttully at James—"to the carriage,
wherever It Is able to meet us, But
you will need to spend money to get
all these things; especlally If you get
them tonight, as I hope you may.”
“1 will try, Mademolselle” Tha
ex-chauffeur stood hesitating, how-
aver. At last, “1 hate to leave you
here alone, with only a slek man, and
night coming on,” he sald.

“You need not be afrald for me,”
replled Agatha coldly. Her mnerves
had glven way, now that the need
for active exertion was past, and
wera almost at the breaking polnt.
It eame back to her agaln, moreaver,
how this man and another had made
her a prisoner in a motor-car, and at
the moment she felt foollsh in trust-
ing to him for further help, It came
Into her mind that he was only seek-
ing an excuse to run away, in fear
of being arrested later, A second
time she looked up Into his eyes with
her serious, questioning gaze

“1 don't know why you were in the
plot to do as you did—last Monday
afternoon,” she sald slowly; - “but
whatever It was, It was unworthy ot
you. You are not by nature a erlm-
inal and a stealer of women, I know.
And you have been kind and brave
today; I shall never forget that. Do
vou really mean now to stay by me?”

Hand’s gaze was no less earnest
than her own; and though he fiinched
at "oriminal” his eyer met hers
stendily.

“As long as I can help you, Made-
molselle, 1 will do eb."

At his words, spoken with slncer-
ity, Agatha's spirit, tired and over
wrought as It was, rose for an |n-
stant to {ts old-time buoyancy, 8She
smiled at him.

“You mean it?” ghe asked,
est true, croes your heart?"

Hand’s businesslike features re-
Iaxed a little. "“Honest true, cross
my heart!™ he repeated.

YAl right,” sald Agatha, almost
cheerfully,. “And now you must go,
before It gets any darker. Don't try
to return in the night, at the risk
of losing your way. But come as
Boon ag you can after daylight; and
remember, 1 trust you! Good-by.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

“Hon-

Absolutely Idlotle.

“There goes a crazy man”
the theatrical “producer.”

“l didn't notica that he looked
crazy,” replled the press agent.

* “He wanted to get me Interested
in the production of a plece that
wasn't brought over from Berlin or

sald

up In New York harbor, the night

Vienna."

lObje:;ted}io the Red Tape

Why New York Woman |ls Done with
the Famoys Soclety with the
Long- Name.

“I'm never going to have anything
more to do with the Soclety for the
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals,” de-
clared a Brooklyn woman, indignant-
Iy, "I've had one affalr with them. It
happened when & cat In our nelghbor-
hood gave birth to five kittens and
then deserted them. None of us waunt-
od tho Kittens so, as 1 have a phone

all they had to do was to send a man
up and fake the kittens away. Then
they asked me If | was married, and
how many children I bad; how many
neighbors were complalning of the kit-
tens and If these neighbors were old
maids, 1 thought they were very per-
sonal In their guestions,

BOYS’ HANDICRAFT

By A. NEELY HALL

Asthor of ** Handicraft for Handy Boys’' and “The Boy Crafisman®

Fic. G-
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BACK-YARD SWINGS,

A large tree with a epreading llmb
iwenly or twenty-five faet above the
ground makes the ideal support for
1 swing, but In case there isn't a tree
at hand, It Is an easy watter for a boy
to put up a substantlal framework
such as is shown in Fig. 2, from which
to suspefd it. Such a framework as
this should be bullt alongside of a
fence or shed, so one of the side upg-
rights (A, Fig. 2) can be apiked se
‘curely to It. Then It is necessary to
brace only the opposite upright (B).
Two-by-four-inch stuff is heavy enough
for the uprights, and of course the
longer you can get them the longer
the sweep of the swing will be.

Before putting up the uprights, the
top plate (C) should be cut and splked
to their ends. The ropes for the
swing should also be fastened to the
plate, 80 @8 to save the necessity of
climbing later, when the framework
Is in place, to do it. 1t is well enough
to glmply bore two holes through the
plate, of the size of the rope to be
used, and then after slipping the ends
of the rope through, to knot them as

A<
J'T"'..;; FiG. 1

shown in 'Flg. 3; but i you can get n
couple of ring-bolts, such as shown
in Fig, 4, they will male a more ship
ghape job; bore the holes for the

fit. The ropes should be fastened be-
tween 24 and 30 Inches apart. Manila
emp rope three-fourths inch or one
ineh in diameter is best, but a doubled
hemp clothesline will do if you can
get nothing better,

Every boy ls famillar with the form
of swing seit which Is notched at the
ends to fit over the rope (Figs. 1, 2
and i), and this is just as satisfactory
a seat as any. It Is a good plan to

ring-bolts small enough to make a snug |

nail & couple of cleats across the
underside of the board, M It Is wide
or of thin wood, to prevent it from
splitting along the center. The easl
est way to cut the end notches is by
firat boring an inch hole at the inner
end of each hole and then spiitting
out the wood with a chisel. The rope
for this geat is looped from one fasten-
ing to the other, In one plece.

A seat attached In the manner
shown in Flg. 8 Is easler to st upon,
on account of being supported at four
corners. The illustration shows how
the holes are bored through the seat
and cleats, and how the ropes are
slipped through the holes and their
ends tied in a “bow-line" knot 18 or
20 Inches above the seat

When the swing framework I8
risised into posltion, spike the inner
upright {A) to the fence or shed wall
which is to be used for support, and
brace the outer upright (B) with diag-
onal pleces of board (D) apiked to It
and to stakes (E) driven into the
ground.

If you (asten the awing ropes to a
tree limb, Fig. 1 and the detail draw-
ing, Fig. 7, show how the enda should
be tled with a “clove hitch.” Be sure
to wrap some heavy cloth, such ak po-
tato sacking, burlap or pleces of car-
pet, around the tree limb, before pass-
ing the rope around it, to protect the
bark from injury.

Long, stralght poles may be used
ingtead of ropes. If you live near the
woods, you can easlly get a couple
of poles of the right size; if not, per-
haps Fou can get two rug poles, whick
will serve squally well. Bore a three-
fourths-lnch or oneinch hole through
each pole about elght Inches from one
end, and, after kunotting the end ol
a plece of three-fourthsinch or one
inch rope four or flve feet in length
glip It through the hole and pull the
knotted end tight against the pole (F,
Mg, 8); then bind the rope to the
pole by wrapping with heavy cord, as
shown at G (Fig, 9). The frea end of
the rope should be secured to the tree
branch with a “clove hiteh" (H. Fig.
#), or to crossplece C of the frame-
work ag shown in Fig. 3. The ends of
the board seat are notched to fit
around the poles, and the cleata [
(Mg, 10) are notched and nalled, or
screwed, to the under slde of the
swing seat, with the notches fitted
around the poles as shown In Fig. 11.
To keep the seat from slipping off of
the end of the poles. drive a bolt.
large spike or metal pin of some kind
through a hole bored through each
pole directly under the bottom of the
cleats 1, (Flg. 11).
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MUST HAVE PROPER SLEEP

Mother of School Child Should Insist
on This as Matter of Highesat
Importance,
The mother who has a child at
school may not be able to help him
with his lessons—for the modern sys-
tem of teaching rather deprecates
home asslstance, 1 believe, but there
is one thing she can do for him which
will benefit him even more, and that Is
to see that he geta enough sleep.
It {a only lately that physicians
have bedn emphasizing the need of
sleap for children. Insufficlent sleep

gestion, the mental squickness and
even the morals of children.  The
ohild who gets enough sleep Is the one
who g bright and guick mentally, who
grows normally and well, who eata
properly and who I8 notmeevish and
irritable,

An early supper and an early bed-
time sre the things for the school
c¢hild. Then put him In a well ventl-
lated hedroom and let him have ten
or elaven full hours of slumber, and
he'll wake up bright and healthy and
good, too.

Many of the little whining, nervous
children we see are simply suffering
from lack of eleep, Many small
npughtinesaes elmply come from tired
nerves and weariness of mind and
body.. So many mothers notice such
a difference in the behavior of chil
dren once they have started to school
and are at a loss to understand the
reagon. It s because the dally nap
which the child took before he went
to school has been given up, but the
bedtime hour has not been changed.
Consequently the nerves of the child
eifler.

Try glving the school child supper
at half-past five, a nourlahing and oas-
\ly digested supper, too. Then at
alght, promptly pack him off to bed.
If he doesn’t sleep let him sip & cup
of hot milk, and sit beside him untll
he drowses off. Bleep is a largely sc-
quired habit and will be easily ac-
guired In a few evenlogs. And, oh,
e differenes It will make to the child
ln every way.—Exchange,

Artificial Diamonds.
By the newesst method of making
Mlamonds, reported from Berlin, the
nrbon crystals are formed by decom:’
posing ordinary conl gns with me-

has at lsast the supreme merit of
subjecting the, m :
All provious attdmpts to rival nature
an n dihmond producer have

based on  artificlally

2

affects the nerves, the temper, the dl- |

tallic amalgnms of mercury. The plan |
the maker to no danger. |

—— . ~

to which carbon I8 subjected over
vast parlods of time in the earth.
More than one experimenter has been
blown to pieces In a vain attempt to
produce these natural forces,

Stutterer Holds Up Court,

When Hugo Greysmuhl was ar
raigned in the Milwaukee Distriot
court, on the charge of having stolen
§6 from a companion In & saloon, the
first question, and albéit the only ques-
tion, propounded to him by the court,
was As to his age. For several min-
utes Hugo was unable to reply. Final-
I¥, when the patience of the court was
well nigh exhausted, he managed to
articulate;

“IIT stet-st-u-tt-or, §-judge, and c-c-
c-a--an hard-hardly ev-ov-vev-er- tott-t~
ell how old 1 am, bb-bebec-c-a-use
I'm gg-growing wh-whwhile T t4t-
talk."

Five minutes later, while the attor
neys were arguing, Hugo [nterrupted
their flood of oratory with the remark:

“'I'-t-t-t-twen-tlt-l.y-t-t-w-h-ree, ‘-1-}-].
Judge."

“That's a hard age to have, my boy,”
replied the cowrt. *“I think about six
months in the house of carrection will
w for you."

"Bebebebut, $44-Judge—"

“You can finish that remark when
you get out,” snapped the court. “Call
the next cake"—New York Telegram.

Shave In London.

Vistrict Attorney Whitman, apro-
pos of the Rosenthal case, compured a
bungling detective’s mothod to a Lop.
don barber.

“You koow the London barber?
sald the district attorney. “In |ath.
ering your face he makes no effort to
Rteer clear of your mouth. He slaps
on the lather without any idea of keap-
Ing your lips clear. You must com-
press them tight against that white
storm, and even then!

"l once saw an  American in g
Bond street barber shop dig a pint
of solld white lnther out of his moyth
with a towel. Then he wald |p a
strangled voles: '

“‘You needn't bother to clean my
teeth for me, old man'"—8t pay)
Dispateh. ) .

Once Excludlve Pat of Royalty.
The Pelingese spantel, or “lion
dog," now g0 poptilar among dog loy-
«ra, was formerly an sxclusive
slon of China's

-~
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